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THE LATEST TRILBY. 

__ “It is just as I predicted; Poor Papa has caught the popular infection, and is now suffering from a very bad attack of Trilby fever. With the 4 
aid of what he calls his ‘ Svenyarlic’ influence, he has hypnotised the wretched child Evelina into the belief that she is the heroine of Du Maurier’s 
celebrated novel, and the two play the giddy goat daily. At a private © seance’ the other night, Evelina astonished everybody by repeating | the entire 
contents of the ‘Christmas Holidays,’ and Papa now talks of bringing her out at the Aquarium, as @ puff for his wonderful twopenn’ orth.” —Toorsis. 
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A BUSINESS TRANSACTION (in three acts). A DIRTY TRICK. 


In 1838, Mr. ——,8 well-known and respected London 
merchant, had two Jerks in his office who were sons of very 
old friends of his, and — his friends’ death, had been 
left destitite. Mr. —— treated them with the utmost 
kindness—is though they had been his own children. He 
little thought what misery would accrue. 

Their names were Henry Wilkinson and John pasos sin 
Retts, and to one of these young fellows he had le up 
his mind that his daughter Emily should, if possible, be 
married. But he told them distinctly that she would be 
left to her unrestricted choice, and that it would depend on 
her who would be the happy man. Her choice fell upon 
the younger, Betts, “and never did the devil suggest to the - 
human heart a revenge more diabolical than the one which 
Wilkinson adopted.” 

Wilkinson was acquainted with a number of blacklegs and 
bullies at a “ Hell” inthe Quadrant, who assisted him. The 
charge of Mr. ——’s books was divided between the two 
clerks. It was the duty of Betts to keep the banker's book 
and to draw the cheques, which were signed by Mr. —, a 

srivate mark being placed on a certain part to gaard against 
lorgery. This private mark Wilkinson was perfectly 
acquainted with, and forged a cheque in his employers 
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deri cemaes bea kk ant for frets f roves bets he received in on note, ine 
¥ er is wife out the evening the Act 2.—His wife, eggs yon! returning, finds Act 3.—The housemaid quickly finds herscif number of which he carefully noted down. As soon as he 
Rew bouscimaid arrives, Good business ! Gander out, business! ! eateide et got the fifty pound note he found a man at the gambling 


394 
house to supply him with a forged count ding 
in every respect with the genuine note, exactly the 


same date and number. Why he did this will presently be seen. 
It was the merchant's custom to send for his banker's book - 
the end of every month, in order to balance it with his own cas! 
hook, so that Wilkinson knew that nearly a month would elapse 
before the forgery would be discovered. a 
September Ist was the day fixed for the marriage, an 
August 28th had already arrived, when W itkinson, after great 
persuasion, got Betts to accompany him to the ell, br ler 
i promise that he was not to be asked to play. When there, 
however, he was made drunk. He played, and, as he thought, i 
fifty pounds, The forged note for that amount was paid him by 
the loser, whose services in losing the money, with the assistance 
of his confederates, had been remunerated with the genuine note. 
Wilkinson whispered into his ear that then was the lucky meh to 
leave off, The note was to be a present to Emily on her wedding 


av. 

The “happy party ” at Windsor, where the marriage was to take 
place, were in the church and the ceremony about to commence, 
when Wilkinson rushed in, breathless, with a letter from Mr.——"s 
bankers, stating that a cheque for fifty pounds had been forged in 
his name, and that they had reason to suspect one of the clerks of 
the act, because the private mark was on it. The merchant's 
daughter, hearing this, joined her father and ded an 
explanation, Betts denied all knowledge of the transaction ; but 
she produced the note that he had given her, and which, of course, 
corresponded exactly with the description given. The ceremony 
was at once stopped, and Mr. —, his daughter, and Wilkinson, 
retired to the merchant's house, and Betts was taken into custody. 

Sir Richard Birnie, then the Chief Magistrate at Bow 8t 
persuaded the father to offer privately a reward of a hun 
pounds to anyone who was present at the gambling-table on the 
night the money was lost. Of course, one of the thieves came 
forward to round on the rest. ; . 

Wilkinson, being informed of this, lost no time in making his 
escape to Holland. The case was hushed up, and the family name 
suppressed, As to what became of poor Betts nothing is said. The 
reason for the merchant's name being withhcld—as there was no 
trial—is evident. 

(Neat week, “A Desperate Duel.”) 
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Bak GARDNIN, 
As to them secdes——? 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
—— 
*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped enrelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Dv not inclose loose stamps, 


Much obliged for relics, SPANISH ; They're an intercsteng show. 
Not the space at present, Lawrexce. Thanks for letter, F.N. O. 
Glad you like it, WARM ADMIRER; Change and novelty's the 
thing, Useless altogether, BARRETT: ALLY'S bound to have his 
fling. Not from ws, we know, F. DYBALL, Many thanks for 
“ Murphy,” MIKE. Tvotsie's love, AN E1GHT YEARS’ READER, 
You can send it if you like. Write and state your wishes, 
CostuME; No, we make no charge at all. You can see them, 
CountTRY COUSIN, Any time you like to call, 
=e 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
the Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 
Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
8 months, 1s. 8d.; 6 months, Ss. 3d.; 12 monthe, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.'2 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all: Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our* 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RuE DE La BANQUE. 


——$———— 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death ina Nailway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current tssue of “ ALLY SLOPER's HAtrF- 
Hotipay" be. ena upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLOPER's HALF-HOLIDAY” és published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning, 


See coenememneemmend 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—_—— 


SCENE—Outside Local Schoolroom. Presentation of Prizes by 
Duchess of Ete. 
Outsider. I've only just been able to get down from town. Who 
took the first prize? 
Insider. Hang the bally first prize! What I should like to 
know is who took my new hat? 
ees 
s 
Chappie. Haw—how would you—haw—like me to give you a— 
haw—muff and boa for a present, my dear? 
Flossie Firstrow, Thanks, old man; but you mustn't think of 
giving yourself away like that. » « 
6 


THE newest styles of scented “note,” 
She asked him if he had ‘em : 

And his business motto the man did qu 
“We move with the times, dear madam !’ 


Then spake the would-be buyer (being 
A wit of the female gender) : 
“ Jfow can you MOVE with the times, sir, seeing 
You're a STATIONERY vendor?” 
ss 


s 

Tomkyna, 1 admire those three brothers, the Clevaboys, very 
much, they work in one with another so well, 

Watkyna. Indeed! I don't know them. What do they do? 

Tomkyna, Why, one is a journalist, and he is always writing in 
praise of cycling, the second is an agent and sells the cycles, while 
the third is a doctor, and patches up those who come to grief on 
the machines, *° 


“ ANYTHING for a Peace-ful life,” as the admiring burglar 
remarked after reading an account of the exploits of the notorious 
cracksman, °° 


hale Have you tasted that old port which De Booser is so proud 
of! Well, he declares he has had it in his cellar for ten years,; 
‘lap, 1 wouldn't believe it if he swore to it, 

Flip, Why not? 

Flap. Why, he'd have drank it all in a month, 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 607.—The “ Barney Barnato"’ Costume. 


Gladys. Do you approve of—er—divisional skirts for ladies ? 
Jack, Well—yes; 1 think they're an additional attraction, don't you know. 


“Do you want the hotel Purier, 
sir?” “Not exactly 5 1 had a tau- 
kard last night. Beggar. Sir, 1am cold and starving. 

Gentleman. 1 have no change; but 
if you look me up to-morrow at my 
office, I'll see what I can do for you. 
How did you become so poor? 

Beggar. By relying on all sorts of 
promises. 


He. T always speak tothe point. I'm plump 
and plain. 
She, You are! 


ome 


TO THE DUKE OF 
CAMBRIDGE. 
“all is not taken.” 


LSaturday, December 14, 1895, 


First Hunting Man. Who We that fanny took! 

ri w flan, Who is unny-loo 

who keeps on asking such stupid vestions about oreryttaesme 
Second Ditto, Don't you know? Why, that’s Miss Townleizh 

the celebrated “ sporting" lady novelist. sh, 


s 
Smart Passenger (who objects to alighting in the mud). y 
might have drawn up nearer the pavement, conducto Fpecrbae) 
the ener filthy condition of the streets, : ty conskiering 
"Bus Conduetor, pardon, sir; I didn't know 
cleaned your own boots, or I'd have mad le the driver Fest i a 
remember nex’ time. Right! *,° 3 


Mrs. a. — Bad ike we moved in next door but 
one are a stuck-up lot. They send all their linen out t : 

Wr. Gubbina, Well, why shouldn't they? © be washed, 

Mra, Gubbins. wey it doesn’t give one a chance of sizing ‘em 
up. I can always tell what people are when 1 see their things on 
the line. o 


QuoTH ALLY to Alfy—Alf Austin we mean— 

ro eae nade foes the hint pn pe bottle between $ 

“You should sign, my dear sir, your cognomen th LJ 
And he took up a pencil, and scribbled “ Alf. A.” vay 


Quoth Alfy to ALLY, “ What good would it do?" 
Quoth ALLY to Alfy, “Nong-tong-t wiggy-voo? 
You would let all the world, by that autograph, see 
That the ALPHA of poets, my Alfred, you be!” 


2 
Saipper, Did you hear the joke about old Moses? No? Ii 
seems that two or three nights azo somebody invited him to supper 
at the Sharper's Club, and they had a game of Nap afterwards, and 
he was cleaned out. 
Snapper. Good job, too. ‘Bout time it was done, for I'm sure 
he was dirty enough. o.¢ 


Town Cousin (who has treated the rustic to a 2%. 6d. French 
dinner in Soha), Well, old man, what do you think of that fora 
dinner? Well got up, wasn’t it? 

Country Cousin, It may have been got up all right, but I'll be 
hanged if I could get it down, & 


s 
Cashleigh, 've just been to my lawyer to see about an invest. 
ment. I'm buying some property. I believe you know that there's 
money in houses, 
Harduppe. There isn’t _ in mine, 
[And still he femuldn't lend him half-a-crown, 


= 
“ How to dress likea lady on five pounds” was the alluring title 
of a recent advertisement. Alas! when the gullible fair ones 
chipped in with “the usual eighteen stamps,” they received the 
reply : “Stand on a fiver when you get into your clothes.” 


Slimson, What's Busher's family tree he is always bragging so 
much about? 
Timson, Hoax, dear boy, hoax. a 


mo Duffs tells me he is drawing well at the Skirtity 
entre. 
1 didn’t think he was much of an actor. 


Pal, Really. 
Chaffer. He isn’t, old boy. It’s only the curtain he draws. 


s 
THE tramps of whom we read with glee 
Such jokes, in prose or “tuney verse,” 
Are of idle folks esteemed to be 
The idlest in the universe. 


But we've found this view erroneous quitc— 
No error e'er was crazier ; 

For the hsp who those tramp-jokes write 
Than the laziest tramps are lazier! 


s 
First Matron. Yes, my doctor has the reputation of being quite 
a lady-killer. 
Sccond Matron, Oh, indeed! Mine doesn't make the slightest 
distinction between the sexes. *.° 


Old Acquaintance, I'm very glad to hear you're doing so we'll 
at rea re you still selling sewing machines to ladies on the hire 
system 


The Other. Jumping snakes! no ; I've dropped that game alto- 
gether. 1t’s bicycles they all want to buy now. 


s 

Junior Barrister. Do you consider—from a professional point 
of nent of course—that it is wise to bully a—ahem—wealthy 
witness 

Senior Counsel. Most decidedly. For in the event of his going 
to law himself—and sooner or later all rich men have to go to law 
—he says: “I'll employ that fellow who gave me such a roasting. 
He’s the man for my money.” °° 


JLushington, \'m dying to have a drink. 
Jlardleigh, Why don't you do it then? 
Lushington (hopefully), What, have a drink ? 
Hardicigh, No, die! 


em 


OUT OF STOCK. 
AN IDYLL OF THE SOUTH SEA ISLANDS. 


“WANGA,” murmured the dusky maiden, as she coyly toyed 
with the long raven locks of the warrior chief, “ Wanga, dearest, 
1 have much to say to thee,” : 

“Say on, light of mine eyes,” returned the redoubtable Wanga, in 
soft, dulcet tones, that one would never have dreamed could have 
emanated from such a swarthy, fierce exterior. But then Wansa 
was in love, in love with the Diamond of the Isles, as the Islanders 
called her in their pretty, metaphorical way. 

Timidly, anxiously, Dewdrop the Diamond kissed the end of one 
of those long, waving, matted tresses that she was fondlinz. 

“T scarcely dare give utterance to my thoughts, my Wanga ; but 
T think—I have ibeen thinking, dearest—that thou art grown 
strangely cold of late towards your own—your true Dewdrop! 

The love-light burned in his eyes—fiery, eloquent, There was 
nothing of coldness in the glance that Wanga threw upon her. It 
was ardent, impassioned. Quickly, almost roughly, he kissed her 
with his ardent lips, and, doughty warrior that he was, nigh 
trembled with emotion, as he whispered : 

“ Love thee less, my spring of the river of life? Z be cold towards 
thee! Never, dearest, never!—on the honour of a South Sea 
Islander!" : 

Reassnred, and once more happy, she nestled fondly and even 
more closely to his side. She was a happy maid that day. 
But yet there was a strange something gnawing at her vitals. 
“ Are you——” she began, but ceased immediately, for his brow 
seemed overcast and gloomy. 

“Say on, Sweet Innocence,” he ejaculated, eoftly, but sadly. 

“Then, do you,” came in liquid accents from that throbbing 
brown throat, “do you love me as much as you used to do?” 

“Yes ; and more,” was the manly. defiant answer of the warrior. 

“Then why don’t you marry me?” queried the maiden. ‘od 

For a moment, the proud chief scemed troubled. Then he replied, 
“ Because, my Gem of the Universe—because my warriors pe bat 
cooked the last missionary, and there is not a parson on the island 
to perform the ceremony. Put 

wdrop, the Diamond of the Isles, winced and moaned, iy 
only for one brief moment did shedespair, Then the pure. springing 
light of hope danced in her eyes, and she cried exultingly : f 

“But the British public will soon subscribe to send us over 
another crop of missionaries, and then——” p . k 

“ And then,” said Wanga, as he kissed the maid, “we will ta . 
peipiten ad the first one to splice us before the boys get ho 
of him 
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Saturday, December 14, 1896.) 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 61.— Tue Hottanp ARMs Girt, 
SING, ve bards, of the roses red, 
Roses by rain and sun-ray fed, 
That over the comely faces s 
Of Insses at dairy farms : 
Over the wan, white lilies gloat 
On the hi — damosel's check 
t . 


But sing me, sing me never a note 
Of the belle at the Holland 
Arms! 


Sing, ye bards, of the daring deeds 
(Which every patriot sromsly 


Of high-souled girls who, on ships 
or 


8 
Went reabiad ‘mid wild alarms : 
Bieg., = triumphs (if such ye 
e 


Of heroine-scorchers on the trike 
\ an e: 
Wg Sut never a chord on your viols 


strike 
To the belle at the Holland Arms, 


Sing of seraphim sweet and gentle : 

Sing of socaesess Occidental, 

Sing of maidens endowed with mental, 
Or merely physical, charms : 

But a love so potent my bosum sways 

That I'd die to think any other lays, 

Excepting my own, had been sung in praise 
Of the belle at the Holland Arms, 


TOOTSIE ON THE HOP. 
—_~— 


Dip you happen, my ome the other day, to glance at the to 
of the first column on the fourth page of the Batiy'retegraph 
und if you did, didn’t you just skip, hop and i jump at he read 
this: FANCY DRESS BALLS, COVENT GARDEN.—SPECIAL 
PRIZE: 
Lapy's EVES- 
Inc COsTUME, 
by Worth, of 
Paris, value 80 
guineas, equal 
to those worn 
in Cheer, Boys, 
Cheer, at Drury 
[ane. To be 
aelected by and 
made for the 
winner. And 25 
other Valuable 
Prizes. On view 
at Messrs. 
Maple & Co.'s, 
Tottenham 
Court Road.” 

Of course, the 
first thing you 
did_was to go 
to Drury Lane 
Theatre, to see 
that mostamus- , 
ing of modern 
melodramas, 
Cheer, — Toya, 
Cheer, and get Tootsie and Gussie. 
as near to the 
stage as possible and make an elaborate and exhaustive study of 
the frocks worn by Miss Fanny Brough, Mrs. Raleigh, and other 
ladies, in the last grand staircase scene. 

And what a wonderful frock that is of Miss Brough's—worth 
all eighty guineas, if not more. 

It is not such bad business to get one like that for nothing! 

What did you do next? Did you take a hansom to Maple’s and 
choose one right off as I did? 

Did you order your best cha ie, or one of the second bests, to 
fiy at lightning speed to the booking office and get a private box as 
Idid? Did you corey off the prize and kiss Sir Augustus as I did? 

How well he does everything—and, seemingly, 80 easily! There 
have, no doubt, been people in the past, Jullien and others, who 
organised masquerades and Dalesang aie, Det they must have been 
dull affairs compared to these Fancy Balls at Covent Garden. 

These are, in all res pecs a new idea—a new departure—a 
modernity. What could be jollier than the private boxes, or nicer 
than Lyons and Co's, suppers? In some places—far away in the 
provinces—they still, at the large hotels, chalk the wooden floors of 
the ball-rooms in fantastic designs, the chalk being intended, I 
presume, to prevent you from slipping down and going BUMP! but 
who ever came across & uet dancing flooring to equal that 
provided by Sir Angontunt And who ever played more delightful 
music to waltz or polka to than Mr. J. M. Glover? 

All girls love hops, balls, dances, but a Fancy Dress Ball is a 
Thing of Beauty and a Joy for ever so long after. 

All girls, | may also add, love to dress up in “things” that don’t 
belong to them, Many wish they had been born boys. But girls 
lately seem to have come so much to the front that that seems to 
be a silly wish, 

But petticoats will always hold their own. Fancy waltzing in 
knickers! As chirps the “ pote”: 

“ Oh, waltzing, waltzing, waltzing, 
And his arm clasped tight round ME, 
My cheek upon his shoulder, 

Where I left some poudre de riz.” 

blo I danced 
potes are ced 
with one the other 
night at Covent 
Garden. His hair 
was close-cropped, 
as he said all poets 
are now. But he 
said some beautiful 
_ things, and_ only 
‘ spoilt himself by 
~ smelling of pepper- 
mint lozenges. 

Lord Byron did 
not like waltzing ; 
but then he had a 
club foot. Poor Pa 
says waltzing 
makes him gidds 
, but | have known 
him to tumble 
down at other 
times, 

Somewhere or 
other, I have read 
thant at the mas- 

uerades of the past 
the characters of 
clown, _ pantaloon 
and harlequin were 


ersons 


Bob's latest charmer. 
refused admittance ; but Lord Bob turned up the other night as a 


French clown, and was ibly, even after ever so much cham- 
pagne with a most awful fright, the very dullest clown I ever met, 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER'S PILLS 


PRICE 9}°: PER BOX (so PILLS). 
4 


SRpeSUrNer sar <er<UFser<er ser 
me y Re Ra PRI 


GIDDINESS AND NERVOUSNESS. 


3 Sumatra Road, West Tlampstead, N.W., i 

October 16th, 1895. 7 
GENTLEMEN—In my capacit a “Smokin 
Concert Aide? Y kece fer 4 Maly Srom Gidde. 
nese and Nervousness, but have derived great benesit 
Jrom Sloper's which in every attack have 


1€) ‘nxecer sailed to pull me through, Iam, gratefully yours, 
CLAUDE SINCLAIR. 


WF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND Oo. 1M STAMPS TO THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoo Lane, Fleet St. London, E.C. 


A REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


Especially to those who wish to know of PADIS 


safe, certain, and speed, ly for all irre- 


TO gularities and obstructions, a remedy which LADIES 
as under the most trying circumstances and in LADIES 
the most difficult and LADIES 
TO OBSTINATE CASES LADIES 
TO NEVER FAILS TO AFFORD LADIES 
TO cnnaxcur hy - a HOURS. LADIES 
TO No case hopeless, failure is sim nly im’ nossible, LADIES 
a as Mrs. Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, ate 
writes: LAD 
TO “ By adopting your treatment my anxiety TADIES 
TO and misery was over within twenty-four hours, LADIES 
TO iouah for ot enecher things im vain, LAD 
y takin; js an ner things i 
TO Half the quantity you font proved effective) LADIES 
to my intense joy and surprise.” LAD 
fe A lworn guarantee is enclosed with all testi- re 
monials and medicine, which is inexpensive, 
TO as one bottle at 4s. 6d. (hy post, 48. od) is us- LAD: 
TO ually sullicient for any case. LADIES 
TO Full particulars will be gladly forwarded to LADIES 
TO any lady on receipt of addressed envelope. LADIES 
"O Write privately to— LADIES 
Mrs. A. 8. ALLEN, 
TO 145 STOCKWELL ROAD, LADIES 
TO LONDON, 8.W. LADIES 


AN HONEST MEDICINE. 

DR. DAVIS’S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 
Are Unequalled. The most efiectual on earth. Nothing can resist them. 
94d., 1/13, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 
Dr. DAVIS, 268 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. 
Or order of any chemist, 


Dr. DAVIS's little book for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 
of a stamped addressed envelope. 


WITH THE ORUMS. 
AN OLD PENSIONER'S TALE. 
1 SUPPOSE it was twenty years bn a that I was sittin 
tle 


in the old 
inn in Chelsea that I spoke of a little while agone. He was a very 
old man indeed, that pensioner. An old, bent man, and the Chelsea 
uniform hung loosely ' 

on him. He did not t 
look much like a hero, 
but for all that I expect 
that he was in the 
heroic way. 

Somehow or the other 
we drifted on to the 
campaign of 1815. 

The old pensioner 
was sitting puffing at 
his long c ay pipe, and 
then, as he spake 
between the puffs, his 
memory went back to 
years and years past. 

“T cannot help think- 
ing of it ; | do remember 
the Waterloo year so 
verv well indeed. I was 
with the drums then 
and we were quartered 
at Weeley camp, nigh 
by Colchester, ow it 
all comes back! How we marched out to Harwich, 

“Our colour-sergeant wasa kind, good-natured chap. How many 
years agone it is since he slept his last great sleep on the high road 
between Quatre Bras and Sartes Dames Aubries, 

“{ was with the drums with the . When I joined it was 
at Perth. I wasa lad and had no fear of war atall. How well do 
I remember being with the Drum-Major at the ‘Three Cups.’ 
They said that the great Nelson had stayed there and talked with 
Collingwood in the great bay window. 

“Yes! we embarked on the Goliath, and cheers upon cheers 
were given us as we took the wind and sailed away out of the best 
harbour in Great Britain. The craft was crowded, but yet, on deck 
we strolled, at least, those that had their sea legs, and tried to 
smoke. We had the wind with us. It is not so far from Harwich 
to the Ostend light. We saw it in the early dawn,a lemon-coloured 
yellow, standing out in somewhat sickly light before the purple 
dunes. Slowly we sailed up beside the long line of black piles 
which formed the pier in those old, old days. We formed up on 
the quay. Tothe right lay the old town of red brick houses. I 
took a great fancy to those old Flemish folk and the fare they gave 
us, The toes were fat, the bits of salt fish were only toosavoury, 
the beer brewed sour,—yet the welcome was always good enough. 
1 lived nt a by-street near by where the Ship Inn now stands and 
stood then. for I have been there since with my old master, the 
colonel. There was a sniif of sea about the place. 

1 was but a poor drummer, but yet they made me comfortable 
enough. So at Ostend we stayed. Little we knew of what Europe 


was doing; all that we knew was that we had to march south. 

“Well, said Macartney, the subaltern officer, to me, ‘we may 
stay here awhile, but soon the dance will begin.’ 

« How little 1 thought what it really would be. We marched to 
Bruges and stayed there in our cantonments, This, let me tell 
you again, was in the early spring of 1815. 

“Often we spent the day in the little Estaminets by the road- 
side. I sometimes went out with my subaltern, a good-natured 
young fellow, shooting the snipe over the dykes, "Iwas in the 
early days of June we found ourselves in Bruseels. 

« You who only read of history in history books, do not think of 
what thia time really was. We of the band lived down in the 


“The Old Pensioner,” 


A) 
“® afr 
» 


We, 
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lower town of the Montagne de la Cour, lodging in narrow, 
crooked streets of tall houses, with great big doors, und with the 
sniff of garlic always coming from them ; but yet. for alt that, they 
were not bad quarters, because the people were so pleasant. 

“It was on the night of the Ith of June, [was seated ina 
little Estaminet in the Rue L’Eecuyer, when our sergeant walked 
in. * Well,” said he, ‘it isa droll order, but we have to bivonic to- 
night in the Pare Royale.’ 

“ Aye, can't 1] call it all to mind ; remember it full well. The 
lights gleaming from the shops in the Montagne de ia Cour; the 
oil-lamps, surrounding the park, burning dimly ; the cry of the 
colonel to ‘stand-at-ease’! Once more, | see the piled muskets 
and the soldiers lying on the cold, scant spring grass beside them, 

“It was a strange, weird time. The only thing that Iie nember, 
remember clearly, was the bugle-cry in the morning. We drum. 
mers had not much to do save to follow our captains in the 
company. The park in Brussels was only a sort of park by name, 
A few little, twisted trees, a few shrubs, and « great extent of gar- 


* On to the town of Waterloo.” 


den and path. It all looked chill enough that cold June morning. 
Yes, and on the right were the great houses whose windows were 
bright with lamp or candle light. 
Richmond, where all the leal folk were gathered together. 


One was that of the Duchess of 


“¢That’s nothing to do with us,’ said Jimmy, my fellow- 
drummer, Our corporal of the drums said : 

“¢There is something coming on, Dick.’ [ knew there was. 

“In a few minutes the assembly was called. We were drawn up 
in column of companies. Soon came the sharp voice of the colonel : 

“¢The column will form threes to the right of companies !' And 
go we marched on to the Bois de Cambre, and into the forest. 

“We marched—we marched—we marched, 

“I’ve heard tell that since that time a deal of the forest of 
Soignies has been cut down for the builder and the charcoal-burner. 
It was not so then; the g trees were so lofty, that, before the 
sun came through the clouds, we were marching almost in twilight. 

“The Black Watch had gone on before, yet they could not have 
been far off, for, I suppose as they came to some clearing, I heard 
the bag-pipes screeching out the old tune of ‘Come to me and [ 
will eye you flesh,'—calling, you know, on the ravens, 

“We marched—we marcheld—on to the town of Waterloo. We 
had just got out into the open beyond the forest, and had caught 
sight of the dome of the church and the red tile roofs of the houses, 
when, for the first time in my life, I heard the sound of cannon 
fired in earnest. 

“*Boom! Boom!’ and the thundering sound seemed to roll 
over the tops of the high forest trees behind us, I saw one or two 
men shiver. The colonel perhaps noticed this, too ; at any rate, he 
gave the word for the band to strike up the tune that was then so 
popular, ‘The taking of Paris.’ 

« I¢ had been an awful long march, you know ; quite fourteen milea 
ormore. Inthe town we halted and stood at ease. The peasant folk 
came out of their houses and sold us mugs of fresh milk and big 
loaves. The people were friendly enough, but then we paid well 
for all we had. As far as I've heard tell since that, they would 
have been glad enough if the French had beaten us—that they 
were really I'rench at heart, ns they are now, altho’ we're always 
talking of the friendly, civil Belgians. 

“¢ Beastly roads,’ said Tommy Parkins to me, ‘my feet are nearly 
wrenched off my ankles. I shull see a battle for once in a way— 
although my old grandmother said that none of us Parkins would 
ever - a-fighting or see a battle,—I shull see it, Bill, sha’n’t 1?’ 

“Well, we're getting nigh enough to it,’ answered I. 

“ At that moment there was a galloping of hoofs on the roa 
road. For the first time in my life I saw the Great Duke, as he 
rode past us and pulled up in front of the big house with the steps. 
He didn’t wear any feather in his hat as you see him sometimes 
drawn in the picture books, He had on a plain blue coat and un- 
tanned leathern belt and brown topped boots. He looked soine- 
what worn in the face, but cool as a cucumber. He sat on horse- 
back chatting with the big guns, drank a glass of milk, and then 
went clattering on. 

“ Now could we hear the rattle of the musketry quite distinct. 

“Some odd and inactive looking little soldiers in blue coats and 
light blue trousers came limping along, looking as if they had been 
very much hurt, They wer'n't though,—they were cule some of 
the Dutchmen, making an excuse to get away as quickly as they 
could from those terrible French cuirassiers, 

“ We marched on! So we got in front of a good-looking small 
honse, with a garden in front, overlooking the great sweeps of corn, 

“This was the butte de Rusomme, Here stopped Napoleon the 
night before Waterloo. 

* Now down hill we went again 
and thro’ the town of Genappe. 

“6A nasty place this to make 2 
retreat through.’ I heard one of 
the men remark, as we crossed 
the bridge spanning the little 
stream that cuts the town, 

“ Now up hill again, and nigh 
by a place called Bezy, which I 
was told a great Crusading man 
was born at it,—for it's curious 
isn't it, how great things will 
come over and over again on the 
a’ ground—crops of history 
ike. 

“We could hear the fire now 
with a vengeance. An aide-de- 
camp rode up to order us to form 
column and then to extend, 

“*Whish!’ A round shot 
came need over our heads. 

“Little Tommy Parkins was 
standing nigh. think his 
hands were shaking a bit and 
he didn’t hold his drum-sticks © pittle ‘Tommy Park us wo 
nigh as tight as he might have uigh, 
done. ‘1 shall see a battle,’ said he. ae 

“There was a rush, whizz, and rattle, and it was all over with 
Tommy and two file into the bargain ! 

“It was the first time now that I'd seen what a round shot 
could do. It gave the whole of the regiment rather a turn, 

“The colonel waved his sword. The order was given to march 
forward. The band in the rear struck up ‘Britons, strike home, 
and go we marched on to the field of Quatre Bras.” 

e e e * * * 

“ And I,” said the pensioner, stopping in his story, “must march 
into the Hospital or I shalt be late for dinner, Good morning, 
sir—shilling, sir—thank you.” 
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A. BLOPER always feels at home when in the presence of royalty. The Hi would have got himself up as Vasco di G: 
ways bs han gunioed th, A. SLOPER says that it must be because he either little but being taken on the 
blood in his veins—and naturally royal birds 
or, that being King of ¢ 
regular and, 
of y r—but I must a ng . 
S& man is quite right (+. perfectly himself with quite a royalair— afraid, Mr. Sloper, I have interrupted you in your literary labours,” said Bom Carlos, 
@ excepting, of course, the first thing in the morning. Billy says quite so, but as for lancing at the oleaginous quill in the Eminent’s hand. “Don't mention it, my dear 
himself Le must acknowledge that although one of the upper ten he never can quite pom, I was just dashing off a few gol things fur my ‘CuktIstTMAS HOLIDAYS.’ 


No, 421.—Miss Vi Pot.ips, 


oan ene meee teen ee ee ee 


“ For naught can stem the torrent of my love.” —Lerd Bud, 
“ Who would not bow before such peerless loveliness ?” 
—The Hon. Billy, 


(1) Altho’ convalescent, the Elder is not up to the mark ; his depression of (3) And the Meenister said,“Gnid old loch! Ye never did a better day's work than 
spirits is something awfal, (®) Bo he thongs the lock would ond & al. swallow up that mass of iniquity.” (To be euntinued.) 


THE LATEST CRAZE-Y FEET. THE WOMAN WHO DID. ACCIDENTS WILL HAPPEN. IT MADE HIM BLUSH. 
eh 


[THEATRE ROYAL 
THE.CASE OF 


“P.S.—Such fun, dear! Dolly went 
dir porte! Gardeu Ball iu secret, 
“ Don't be surprised, Mr. Roseleaf, I am only in training for r 

s Trilby tout competition.” . “If I was a man, wouldn't I just give it him 1” “Yoursever, MaDGe.” 
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Curves-al ‘De Cattle 


UNIQUE 
OPPORTUNITY | 
POSITIVELY ha 


THE: LAgT copy If tl at 


OF THIS Splendirenous 


Conavel ni « Coeal-Crvcers: ~ Two Penworrx . 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


“Well, my many pals and how do you all find yourselves this week, eh? Pretty jolly, o'er The festive scene; the Balls begin once more :—Not bought it yet? Great Scott ! then don't 
1 hope; though, in any case, I have a little treat here that should goa er, way towards restoring delay, But rush and get one, or you never may :—The  tGgope engag in this wild goose campaign, 
your good humour. Up with the curtain, did you ir Ay Good idea, I will.— Widespread ruin on It won't be long before we see again:—Our country ns flock to see the show, Which is a most 
the poor he brought, And now he suffers as he real ¥4 ought :—Great authors’ works doth Justice successful one, you know :—The bad effects of too much Scotch, you sre, A very “fiery” apirit it 
North decide, To patent rights ought not to be applied :—Bright shine the lights of Covent Garden must be.—There, that’s something like, isn't it? Ta, tal——THE sLoPERIAN SHOV ak. 


TOOTSIE DAY BY DAY. 


No. 9—Her Drive IN THE Row. 


“Gracious, Moses ! mn holding the baby upside down.” “TI 
know I am ; the little shark's swallowed his bicssed ruttle.” 


There is a gay youth of Pekin, 
remarkabl 


“You don't believe in marrying for money, Mand?” “Oh! Who is very ly thin ; 
no, dear ; it's qui icked.” “ gol ng j H 
Golddust, tho midiacoaee ” aa pos rnp Dog ie Tootsie, I didn’t put that cape on to-day which you gave me, because it doesn't match the cob, - ce fe ibrptagstd bee! 
woukd be cruel to refuse,”* The Hon. Bertie, Good, you keep the cape to go with the bay. See the point ? Ha, ha} The only thing broad is his grin! 
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GOING like wildfire! That is the really only adequate term in 
which we can hope to convey some faint idea of the rush for 
“ALLY SLOPER'S 
CuristMASs HOLI- 
pays.” Of course, we 
predicted @ success for 
this marvellous two- 
nenn‘orth of wit and 
foucas i was a fore- 
gone conclusion ; but, 
!] no, never in our wildest 
dreams did we antici- 
pate such an absolutely 
overwhelming demand 
for it. Night and day 
our machines have been 
thundering to keep pace 
with the increasing 
orders; but we don't 
mind—in fact, we like 
it. We want every man, 


woman, rl to 
urchase & y, and 
then, and only we 


s 
CHARMING, nightin- 
( pepe Flo 8t. 
ohn is drawing enthu- 
siustic houses tu the Lyric. Severa, new songs have been ——— 
for her, and the Bric-a-Brac Wilt has at length developed into a 

success, °° 

AN extraordinary demonstration, we hear, — the arrival 
of John Scanlan at Kildysart, on his arrival from Maryborough 
Prison, from which he had just been released after undergoing 
“six years penal” for shooting a farmer. Two bands played for 
all they were worth, and the admiring populace shouted itself 
hoarse over the hero. What the popular enthusiasm would have 
been like had Scanlan shot, say, two or three farmers, instead of 
a paltry one, deties imagination, though it is just probable that he 

would have had to wait a trifle longer for his reception. 


THE Empire is going in for big game. First Sims Reeves, and 
now Mr. Barrington Foote, who has accepted an engagement for a 
limited number of nights. Good business ! 

2 @ 

e 

Exit Poor Mr. Potton, enter 7’ he New Boy. Tired of his efforts 

to extract humour from the former singularly unfunny furce, Mr. 
Weedon Grossmith has at 
length given up the attempt, 
and revived Mr. Arthur 
Law's capital play. he 
New Boy is an old and 
welcome favourite, and will 
doubtless prolong his visit 
until such time as the 
versatile manager is ready 
with his next 
production. +9 


Wry this marked, this 
scandalous attempt, on the 
part of ig exrrilaaerp to 
suppress the utter- 
ra of the Eminent? 
In common with Mr. 
Morley, Mr. He 
rai, Mi cuanl 
ain rr. 
Balfour, celeb- 
rities of light and leading 


been “on the stump,” but <=704 
the most careful search 
through the newspapers 
fails to reveal one 

word of his powerful and 
impassioned speeches. What can be snid of this disgraceful 
boycott on the part of these miserable party organs? 

ss 


s 
SINCE writing the above it has been pointed out to us that the 
Old Man’s enunciation is a bit puzzling to the pha tah at times, 
generally after dinner. We scorn the implied insult. 


s 
THE Moss-Encrusted Edifice has this day been pleased to confer 
the “ Award of Merit” upon FRED LEIGHTON, because he's an 
Al comedian, ‘Feyther,” remarked the Cerulean-Eyed, “I 
wonder whether Freddy’s any relation of Sir Frederik, of the 
R'yle Hacadmy? Talent runs in families, you know—though in 
my case it’s dashed hard luck ‘avin’ sich a mug for a parient. 


ss 
s 

THE Canterbury Music-hall has been going great guns lately, 
and consequent joy has prevailed in the vicinity of the Westmin- 
. ster Bridge Road and ita adjacent vil- 
lngea, A boxing bout by Jem Smith 
and Jack Knifton proved a big attrac- 
tion last week, and a whole host of 
talent and loveliness delights the big 

audience nightly, e 


s 

Messrs. Marcus Warp & Co.'s 
new list of Christmas cards, 
booklets, calendars, diaries, etc., con- 
tains some attractive features, which 
should find especial favour at the 
festive season. The calendars of 
a louting aciers a and “ famous 
authors ” res ively are really capi- 
tal, and the rant of the numerous 
novelties are well jand tastefully got up. 


s 
THE prospect of any serious fighting 
in iAakend (dead x Ott.” The fact 
that so many big nobs have gone out 
with the expedition is a comfortable 


assurance on this J ors “Cheap and 
easy distinction” is the very term 
for it. *\° 


THE statement in the Court Cir- 
enlar that A. SLOPER went to the 
Covent Garden ball as a Soft Roed 
Bloater is entirely incorrect. The 
fact that the Wreck was so deuced 
Jishy next morning may perhaps have originated the rumour, 

ss 


s 
Tre lenders and members of the Polytechnic eres gave 
a well-nttended assault-at-arms and gymnastic display recently, 
It was a fine show, and proved beyond question what a splendid, 
muscular, smart, well-developed lot of young fellows the Polytech- 
nic Gy m can boast of. 


> 
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ESPITE the assurance of the Sultan that he is hard at 
on don grog needed reforms, things are still stormy in 
Turkey. t any 
moment affairs may 
reach a crisis and the 
confidently antici- 
pated row com- 

course 


remember w' a 
deuced awkward 
team he's got to 
but every 
day patience is 
becomi ual 


annual cir- 
cular emanation 
from the kind. 
hearted gentlemen 
who are anxious to 
minimise the danger 
to life and limb 
resulting from the 
thought! scattering of orange peel. Personally, we rarely suck 
oranges in public, but if any reader of the “H.-H.” is in the habit 
of doing so let him pause and reflect, tint though he may break 
his mother-in-law's or his rich uncle's neck, it’s a Sobor 
selfish method of enjoying himself. 


THE cyclist need tremble no longer, Alarmed by the numerous 
rumours that the Chancellor of the Exchequer would include a 
cycle tax in the next greyate co t wrote to Sir 

ichael Hicks Beach on the subject, and in return -received the 
assurance that nothing of the sort was at present contemplated. 
Ye wheelmen women rejoice, 


We learn with pleasure that the authorities are taking active 
steps for the suppresion of the wholesale swindling carried on under 
De cue Lenard 7s any sharks w owns ee 
. wo iminary expenses,” etc., extracted from ir 
ead Cane dagen wave een allowed to remain undisturbed too 
long. Iky Moses for one, is in the very deuce of a funk. 


GENERAL joy prevaileth at the Alhambra, in connection with 
which putar theatre Ke munificent, and probably unique act of 

as to be 
beet The other 
morning the sum of nearly 
£1000 was handed to Mr. 


ee lag a beech a 
‘anager, by a well-known 
millionaire, for distribu- 


tion amongst the lady 
Frinsigals, the members 


Axoxgst the number of congratulatory telegrams received by 
the Czar of Russia on the birth of an infant Princess, was a high): 
interesting one si by the whole SLOPER Family. It is 
reported that His Majesty was much affected, though whether to 
tears or bad language we have no information. 


THE inhabitants of the little French town of Mont-de-Narsan 
are not a little uneasy at the escape of a fifteen-foot boa-constrictor, 
the of a snake-charmer performing at the theatre. The 
re] is known to be wandering at large somewhere around, and 
the prospect of an encounter with the monster is anything but 
grateful or comforting. Even the serpents of McGooseley's acquain- 
tance but seldom run to fifteen feet. 


A WIDE-SPREAD revival of the ancient practice of snuff-taking 
is predicted in a contemporary. We've heard this tale before. 
Tecoma not from Sheftield, but from the wily and enterprising 

nist. 


“Will ee be my sweet'eart, Mary?” “I'm a'ready promussed.” 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs, 


A CALENDAR POR THE WERK ENDINY DECEMBER 2187, 1995, 
ee 


15th December, B.C., 168.—“ Antiochus Epiph 
tie birthday of the illustrious persecutor of the een one kn 
= ~ are prostioss moment te ~ poe ‘abomination’ (the 
ido. upiter) in the sacrec 0 
enya.” Wiles kad." o Sem manly. ruled 


16th December, 1859.—Wilhelm Grimm, one of the 
Brothers Grimm, the authors of many delightful fairy tales died 
this day. “From morn to night the two brothers worked together 
in contiguous rooms for nearly sixty years, 


17th December, 1860.—The Voniteur, the official French 
syino dhe ebjocts'f Ghee Bienes lah Men 
By or the su rea! n. It 
source of useless annoyance to Eng! long been a 


18th December, 1889.—A French of this : 
“ Dauga, the ‘Jack the Ripper’ of Pont-a-Mousson, who was kiciy: 
condemned to death, spends much of his time in prison in playing 
at cards and dominoes, as well as in smoking, and has given his 
turnkeys notrouble. All the food served to him ia cut up into 
morsels, as he is only allowed the use of a wooden fork.” 


19th December, 1855.—Mrs. T. Robert . 
and favourite provincial actress, died this day, aged oletiy aateate 


20th December, 1860.—Alfred Bunn, the famous a 
manager, died at Boulogne this day, aged sixty-two, theatrical 


2lst December, 1859.—Edward Wrigh f 
| a oped comic actors who ever trod the boards died thie day, aod 
rty-six. His great successes were made at the Adelphi, 


Sa 


A PLEASANT SURPRISE, 


THE shamefully overworked general editor of Bungrrot's 
Weekly was as usual, You see, the poor wretch not only 
had to scissor and paste out every inch of “copy” for the paper 
itself, but conduct the coupon —— charade corner, matri- 
for.the-greatest-drivel com. 

uni 


and his head in ese constant employment; and, lest he shoul: 
get rusty throug! 
considerate “ 


and liver-pad advertisement i,t pauper solicitors of back 
ouses. It vasa life! 

Just as he thought he'd ‘rubbed off the lot of them last Friday, 
a sweet-faced Marguerite-sort of maiden sidled up to his desk. He 
wasn't a rude or a cross man ina lar way, but his business 
made him so occasionally. He wearily towards the girl 
and growled : : 

ow, then, what do you want?” 

“Oh, FX want nothi , sir, thank you.” 

“Great Christopher!” he cried, “if you've come to me and want 
nothing, you've fairly won the cake! Sit down, Tot, and tell me 
all about Mrs. Langtry’s new theatre, or Vane Featherstone’s tea 
at the Queen's Hall, or how old Prempeh’s going on, or what sort 
ofa time Albany's duchess has had at Windsor—want nothiny! 
*pon my soul, you must be an angel in disguise!” 

“Not only do I want nothing,” she said, with an amount of 
sweetness that would have set a pastrycook up in business, “ but 
I've come to give you something.’ 

He could not believe his ears ; still, there she sat, so very real 
and delightful that he wondered ‘whether it was to be a kiss fur 

ublishing some verses forgotten, ora diamond encrusted pen- 

Ider in recognition of a benefit she had received from reading 
some Ne a receipt for removing superfluous hair, or something 
of the ki He drew his chair a little closer to her. 

“ what are you going to give me?” he simpered. 

“An »” said she, pulling out a agp book, “of 
Rotting lown your name as a subscriber for [eller and Pusher's 

lew Illustrated Atlas of Scripture Geography, to be completed 
in seventy-six half-crown parts, with twenty-one maps, six—.” 
Then the fair maiden stopped talking, finding that she was alone. 
For a man, wilder than any that ever came frum Borneo, had 
flown out into Fleet Street, and was seeking a chemist’s for a pick- 
me-up, the while the office boy, who had watched the whole atlair 
with ghee, roared with unsympathetic laughter. 


OIRELAND FOR THE OIRISH. 

SATURDAY night at_New Town, Kensal Rise—where the brick- 
makers come from. Interior of a very evil-smelling, primitive 
billiard-room in the rear of the “Pease Pudding and Parson's 
ng a favourite hostelry. A burly brickmaker, with a head of 
hair like an orange-dyed sheepskin mat, and fists larger than a 
Cattle Show leg ofp pork, is playing “fifty up” with a small man 
wearing a hat of the pattern: of the tea-table slop basin. The big 
_ has gent made a shot—a fair old fluky one !—and the smal! mau 


- . here now, Dooley, that was a flewke, and flewkes don’t 
score |" 

“What's that?” yelled the big ’un, with a screech that warned 
the landlord to look out for squalls. 

* Oi said flewkes don't score, that's what Oi raid.” 

“ And who, b’sides you, says that tlewkes don't score? 

“Well, the rules, for one!” cried the little man, triumphantly, 
as he knocked out the ashes of his pipe into somebody else's beer. 
“lol — !"” screamed the big ‘un, ‘an’ who the blazes made 

e rules?” oe 

The little man was temporarily flummoxed. [He snid he didn't 
aor who = the rul i of ae x vn whose Rati 

dst kaos robably. e landlord was brought in, 
he didn’t know, aner A litle light, however, was shed upon the 
business by a local undertaker’s assistant, who was drinking in the 
outer bar. He'd previously been a banner bearer in the palmy 
days of Drury Lane. He raked his brain and said that the game 
was an ancient Roman, or Egyptian one, because, Antony says iS 
Cleopatra, or Cleopatra says to Antony, after they've had a bit of 
& pow-wow, “Give over for the present, and let's play billiards. 
He didn’t know whether flukes counted in those days, but the game 
certainly was played, and it was a hundred to one the Romans 
made the rules. 


le ; 

“Now, thin, let me ask ye,” interrupted the big man, cue in 
hand, after Hatening attentively to the ruling, “ye'd call the 
Romans Oitalians, wouldn't yer?” 


Certainly !” assented the undertaker. 

“ Dirrty, shtinkin’ Oitalians?” 

“Well—er—Italians is enough.” ‘ wal 

“Oh, is it! Will, now, Oi'll let ye know that Oi'm a eae Le 
catholic Oirishman, from Ty-rone. I'm a dweller on free ie 
soil, an’ a staroch b'liever in Home Rule. Support Home i He 
trica, says Oi, an’ doan’ foller no skim-buttermilk rules made my 
no durned furriners! irish rules ix good enough for the sons | } 
Erin! They doan’ want no feelthy Oitalians, thot lives on stew” 
poipe-stems, to make rules for them! An’ if there ain t no Oiri+ ; 
rules, Oi'll make ’em! Now, shorty, come back an’ finish the game 
or Oi’ll break yer jaw!” 


DISAPPOINTED AMBITION. oe 
Brown. How do you do, Mr. Smith? I have to congratulaty 
you on your recent election as a councilman. I suppose we shi 
soon have the pleasure of patsy J Phe: an alderman? that 
Smith (sadly). No, my dear friend, no, 1 am sorry to say ae 
my digestion is too weak to stand it. I am suffering from ter 
pepsia already, and if I were to undertake the duties of an alle 
man, I fear it would be the death of me, 


Saturday, December 14, 1886. J 
SNATCHER’S PALS. 


AN UNFORTUNATE INTERRUPTION. 


ottled Mustang Debating Club was quite an institution 
Ta cngubousbacde anit: The society derived its unique and 
ttractive name from the quiet little public, in one of whose upper 
;ooms its members met weekly, to discuss passing events and pro- 
ose resolutions for the better government of the kin 
"And what speakers we had amongst us! What what 1 
t! Oh! it was a treat to hear some of ‘em, I 
dni uced one night, who had 


uring a debate on the Irish Question, tells 


: lot of truth in ic he 


v hat he said. cap fie 
Great as we most } { 
ef us were in the 
towery paths of 
cvatory, as the poet 
puts it, there was 
me ——— whom 
we all looked up to 
with the deference 
ond admiration of 
«hich he was so \\\ 
ininently worthy. 
‘lis name was \ 
| lathers, 

Blathers was 
vithout doubt the 
lak Warskeare potihi ly on visitors’ nigh 

ub. We always put him up early on rs’ n and, to do 
sim justice, he eer failed us oo Bes t, as — = the 
inst chapter of the three-volume novel, I anticipate, 

It was our tirst Guest Night of the season. Debate, “Is Marriage 
Success?” Affirmative, Mr. Padwick ; negative, Mr. Blathers. 
Nobody listened much to Mr. Padwick, who was a nervous youn, 

cruit with a slight stutter and a bad cold, but all eres turn 
“xpectantly to the great Blathers as he rose, calm and collected, to 
cply. He began by saying that “he didn’t think much of the 
‘cmarks that had fallen from Mr. Padwick—(hear, hear). They 
“ould never induce him (Blathers) to enter what he believed the 
poet Byron called the holy state of matrimony—(laughter). Mr. 
adwick was neither eloquent nor convincing—(Joud laughter 
ind he could only wonder—(hear, hear)—that with such a feeble 
~'ring of arguments he had dared to come before the intellectual 
ad intelligent gathering he saw before him that night—(loud 
cheers), He considered matrimony a farce—(laughter)—a mieer- 
‘ble, deceptive delusion—(murmura)—which he could only deplore, 
laimed so many victims—(sensation). It would take a clever 
‘‘oman to get him to abandon the freedom of bachelorhood— 
(coars)—for the miseries of renewed cheers). No, he 
\vas not to be cotenrel, and he intended to live and die in the full 
a) heey his li ee ee ee 

st at this moment there was a little disturbance near the door, 

nd then amid the pause that ensued, young Padwick advanced 
0 the table. “Sorry to interrupt your eloquent remarks, Mr. 
ilathers,” he said, “ but your eldest boy has just come round with 

message from your mother-in-law to ask you to come home at 
nce, as your wife has just got twins.” 

And now the Mottled Mustang Debating Club knows Blathers no 


more, 
Se 


AL FRESCO SLUMBERS. 


(Much Correspondence has lately ensued with a view to proving that the best 
yreventative of Influen: i 
f za and such like ailments, is to sleep with y 


METHINKS ‘twas Shakespeare 
who remarked, my friends, 
That “violent delights have 
violent ends,"— 
But violent remedies are 4 la 


mode, 
Judging from tips now in 
our hearing dinned, O! 
For lo! sage sculapius and 


Co., 
Would fain inform us, ( 
declare 'tis 80) a: 
That if you would escape a 
“Shockig Code,"— 
Sleep with your “ Nepper ty 
near an open window 


If this be so, why not go 
farther still 
And slumber with one's head 
out on the sill? 
There surely can be nognore 
nir to dread— 
(Nor would one need to be 
more Ao or 
eS “gin ”.n 
So doubtless we. while wandering, shall meet ) 
3 c end of slumb'rers verging on the street— 
~doze, all fearless of a “Code in the head °— 
th only part of each inside the window! 
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THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


Maxeion Hovssz, Loxpoy, 
rag? h, 1895. 


‘ovember 23t: 
Dear S81n,—The Lord Ma: uests me to thank you for the 
compliment you have paid Pip sending him the “Sloper Award 


am, yours truly, W. J. SOULSBY. 


RaGcEp Scnoot Uniox, 39 NorFo.Lk STREET, 
STRAND, LONDON, W.C., December 9th, 1895. 


homel, 

and ad the children for whose 3 I plead are never-failing 
artists rd render, a Task overt fetond of ir. SLOrER's. whe 
artists an ma e r. SLOPER'S, w' 
has ever owed a rthfal moment to pictures of child-life in the 
slums, to send us on a trifle by wav of thanks for amusement 
eceived, Yours faithfully, JouNn “ast 


THE DIARY OF A FLAT. 
( Continued.) 
I MAKE A DISCOVERY. 

“ WELL, my dear Blanche,” snid my aunt, the following morning, 
when we assembled at brenkfast, “and how is that ul toot! 
Sr ets sone tana yon meoteeced Btanciie, endlingly, with her 

nk you,” mutte anche, sm w 
mouth half full of cold toast. — 

“Wasn't it a lucky thing you had it out?" I said, incautiously, 
and then crimsoning all over with confusion as I saw the mistake 
into which I had fallen. 

“What is that?” said Aunt Keziah, sharply, “had it out ?— 
when/—how?” 

“I'm sure 1 haven't the faintest idea what your nephew means,” 
said Blanche, unblushingly, “ pray explain to your aunt, mus,” 

I was so astonished at her self-pos:ession, dear Diary, that fora 
moment or so I was quite at a loss what to say. “I—I thought 
you told me you had it agg, stammered at last. 

ee Se ae w on earth could I have done 
that?” ‘said Blanche, Isughingly; “I might have told you 
day I intended Jon really do get aufully mixed wp ot 


mea, 
“Will you allow me to look at your bad tooth, Blanche?” said 


my aunt. 

T held my breath at the certainty of discovery, but to my amasze- 
ment Blanche replied readily, “Oh, certainly,” and held open her 
mouth—the mouth I had so lately kissed—for my aunt's ins; i 

“ Dear, dear! it doesn't look a very bad one,” said Aunt Keziah, 
“but there's certainly not one pulled out.” 

I gul down a mouthful of tea the wrong way in my astonish- 
ment. No tooth out, and Blanche had told me she had to the 
dentist's the night before. What did it all mean? 

No sooner I Blanche alone after breakfast than I 
requested an ex “1 thought you told me you had hada 
es WIL last night,” I said. 

* 12” respond Blanche, “dear me, I must have been 
dreaming, but the fact is I was eo confused at being locked out 
you know, I hardly knew what 1 was saying.” 

“But you went to the dentist’s?” 

“Oh, of course, but he told me he couldn't pull it out then 
while it was aching, and he gave me something to stop the pain.” 

She looked so lovely as she stood there in her pretty morning 


pad pe bye the memory of last night’s kisses rose up within me, 
and the temptation to take her to my armsagain was overpowering. 
“ Blanche, he, dear,” I said, “won't you—won't you give me 


another kiss?” And as I spoke 1 slipped my arm round her 
slender little waist, and half drew her towards me. 

But she was in a very different mood from last night. “ Don’t, 
please ; how ou?" she said, indignantly endeavouring to 
elude my grasp; “ wt we go the Rees sir!” 

But love le me bold. I paid no heed to her words, and 
dragged her face towards me. She struggled quite fiercely, and 
after a minute or two I gave up ; not because she was the stronger, 
of course, but because 1 didn't want to hurt her. 

She stood looking at me angry and breathless, and it was then 1 
noticed something on the carpet that had dropped from her pocket 
during the struggle. I meoxed and picked it up. 

Great goodness! Jt was the programme of the Pavilion. 

(To be continued next week.) 


JUST OUT. TWOPhDNCB. 


ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 


Amongst a wealth of good things will be found 
A Large Piate by W. F. Toomas, 


“ALLY SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS SPREAD.” 
A Story by OLO. GRAVES, 
“THE LOST CHRISTMAS.” 
A Comic Song by RICHARD MORTON and ANGELO A, ASHER, 


“THE GHOST OF MILDEW HALL.” 
A Cartoon by W. F. Tuomas, 


“THE ‘NEW’ MRS. SLOPER."’ 
And a Splendid Drawing by Hal LUDLOW, 


**BOXING NIGHT AT THE ‘FRIV.’”’ 


TO BE HAD EVERYWHERE. 


THE EMANCIPATOR. 


t 
“ Not a dog’s chance, Betsy !” he cer iee SoReeny (eemrellz)- 


, on the collections you 

meee ad ad pg ly agitator, “ i 
sy,” e bur! can wipe yer nose an’ go 
, wohr a2’ tead Trilby, Little fish is sweet, and 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

APPROPRIATE Song for the Hero of “ Liberty Hall."—*“ My heart 
is OWENly thine!” 

Mrs. PoNDERBURY'S Past? Not at all: she won't pass yet for 
many a long day. 

LEADING Articles: Blind men's dogs. 

“ THE thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts."—This senti- 

andl gum a bit egotistical, seeing that it was a long-fellow who 
uttered it. 
, 5 lees Mem.—" The Tempest”: Sweet Marie of that 
ilk. 
ALWays Out of Favour : The letter “u” at the Star office, 
“ Poor Felo!”—One driven to suicide by poverty, 


3u9 


THE BRIGANDS. 


—— 


CHAPTER XIII. 

Tue story of Carolus o's. wonderful powers spread 
speedily through the remaining members of the gang of baniits. 
As soon as those who 
not been present on the 

vious evening were 


periments, 
They could scarcely res- 
train themselves til] next 
pe in order to have an 

ibition. Poor fellows ! 
they had no Aquarium 
nor other show whereat 
to work off their enthu- 


time as soon as possible. 
A number of those whc 


the Lap Ab bos ae 

now sen 

7 few remained and these 
50 lo 

peas h ie pomecral 

influence, and soon they 


were enjoying with wild 
Sets their imaginary 


inquet. 
As there was no audience 
now to enjoy — antics The sentry at once dropped his head, 


et them rest 
Lm ier eteeas = pa ya seal Smith. port or kt 
e nel r listen orreggio’s re} of his success 
wPoluting the doorway of the cell Mr. Smith told Co io t 
in to of the cell Mr. Smith to! rregzio to 
bid the sentry sleep, and, to Correggio's astonishment, the sentry 
at once dropped his head and snore most emphatic snores. 

“Now ‘will’ that all the band march towards where your latest 
patients are asleep.” | Correggio did as he was told. and was 
astonished to hear the sentry at the door shoulder his musket 
and march off towards the zvOUs, 

“Go out,” said Peter Smith, “and tell me what you see.” 

jo went out, and, glancing along at the place where the 
fire was kindled, was still more astonished to see the whole seven- 
teen members of the band of Le age standing round like statues, 

He entered the cell and told Mr. Smith what he had witnessed, 

gentleman calmly remarked that he would now go out and 
have a little fresh air. He thought it would do him good after 


being confined so long. 

Correggio alarm that the brigands would shoot him at 
sight ; but Mr. Smith said that was all right ; the brigands would 
only shoot him if told to do so by Correggio, and he proposed to 
give them a better job than that. : 

Mr. Smith smiled a pleased smile as he looked at the Lapeer uo 
group of sleeping scoundrels, He had been so closely confined 


The picturesque group of sleeping scoundrels, 


since his arrival at the headquarters of the gang that he had not 
had the opportunity of seeing them before. Now that he saw them 
he remarked that the world would be none the worse if the scamps 


were hanged. ‘i 

“ Bid three of them steal quietly into the cave where Bolero is, 
and to secure him quietly,” eaid Peter Smith. 

“They will never do that.” 7 

“They willdo it if you tell them,” said Peter Smith ; “have I 
inisled you in the past?” 

“Well, I'll try, but if I fail?” 

“ You will not fail. Is he strong he 


“No, not particularly.’ 

“Well, they will aly manage. Tell them to surprise him.” 

Correnyio stepped forward to three of the strongest nen in the 
band, and whispered in their ears that they were to go at once and 
arrest the Captain of the brigands, as he was about to betray them. 
“They must,” he said, “steal upon him quietly, and seize him 
before he was aware of their pore. 

Silently the men drew forth some leathern belts which were kept 
for securing prisoners, and cautiously departed on their mission. 
The others oft the group still stood as calm as statues. In course 
of a couple of minutes there was a_ wild burst of Latin profanity 
from the interior of the cave sacred to the privacy of Bolero. Thers 


were the usual sounds of a desperate struggle, then a pistol shot, 
and all was once 


more quiet. 

Then the three 
men who had 
been despatched 
on the mission 
mirched forth 
from the cave, 
with the furious 
captain of brig- 
ands in their 
midst. 

Bolero was al- 
most speechless 
from passion, and 
glared with in- 
creased fury when 
he saw Mr. Peter 
Smith, his 
English prisoner, 
standing quietly 
at liberty. 

“Good morning, 
Mr. Bolero,” said 
Mr. Peter Smith. 

“What — what 
the——?” 

“ Don't swear,” 


Bolero was almost speechless, 


said Peter, “it is bad taste.” 
“What does it all mean? Am I the victim of treachery?” 
“ Just so,” said Peter blandly. ‘ Correggio, give your men orders 
to fall in around apy and to march.” 
(Zo be concluded neat week.) 
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THE “FOS.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. UP A TREE. GIRLS ENOOK’s HAD ROWS WITH. A BIG INVESTMENT. 


Come ‘oung varmint, and I'll lather you Poor Snooky! his friendship with this girl 

esearch ee Prnfe i . He fairly broke him altogether, She was a regular 
G'ome! who are yer gittin’ at? I wouldn't come, = And after all he did for DEAE shad! dry flreapre irr pedhnosge do 
" both ends '—jewels, sealskins —she’s chucked with gold 

es ee and shave me with the ta for a piebelan South African millionaire, a shot 1” mines, miss like 


Nou, 407.—UNcLE Bongs, F.0.S. 
“With a very great sense of pleasure we this week add to our 


nistorical collection of portraits that of the versatile and hiehly SOWAR 
ators inlividual affectionately Known to Margate Aabifude A CONCERT AT THE ZOO, IN AID OF DISTRESSED CAS IES. 
as ‘Uncle Bones,’ Who, that has visitel Merry Margate, does 
aot know the famous nigger, the idol of the summer excursionist, 
the privileged jester of the sands ? For many years this talented 
comedian has occupied a well-<leserved position as the-chief of 
Margate entertainers, and the rich harvest reaped by him and 
his clever troupe is ample f of the esteem in which they are 
held. Our artist has depicted Uncle Bones gazing sadly upon 
the deserted scene of his triumphs, and longing for the dawn of 
eummer, when the scason starts once more, Mpa! (rsaay 7 vy 
Margate's only Uncle, he was created F.O.S., and the ‘Sloper 
Award of Merit’ presented tu him November 30th, 1895." 
—Debrett improved, 
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Old Sloonbar. Aba, me dear boy! didn't I see you having a 
drink at the Steak and Turbot last night ? 

Young Weatherby. Don't think so, old man—don't remember 
paying for ¢ero drinks! 


> \y 


(1) Mildred Vere de Vere was beautiful and shapely, 
she was also engaged. To see her ee with ber 
reat, 


“I say, Tommy, have you got any of ¢ 
“ Yes; I'll give you some if you'll dance with 
give it me first. 


hat lovely toffee?” 
me.” “ All right; 


le, her 
(4) But Gluggs, the butcher's boy, came along and (5) So he charitably yelled out “Mad dog,” and the (8) Unfortunately just as Vincent epee bally 
She, What fascinating figures the Miss Trillions have. twigged fun, natural screen disappeared like winking— arcorbarryes — ed oan: WELL! o! 

CR PS.—After that tt was off.” Mildred pads more than ever not. 
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